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With whatsoever skill is ours 
we Meleager praise, 
the amorous nature, fond of flowers, 
the master of sweet phrase: 

We Meleager praise, that well 
of unkind Love's despite 
could tell in song, in song could tell 
of kindly Love's delight 

Foreign of race are we, that own 
too harsh a voice to sing, 
music of more entrancing tone, 
to praise him, borrowing. 

And yet no stranger he, nor dead, 
for him among all men 
the Muses have established 
a deathless denizen. 



'H/A€t9 TOP <f>CKep(OTa, top TjSofievov M.e\eaypov 

dvdeat, TOP KoKij^ cfifiopov eveirLrj^, 

alvovfjiev, top *'Epa)T09 dfietXt^lov /jueXeSdopa^ 

ev Kol /juetXi'x^lov repylnp aeia-dfiepop, 

odpeloL yepe7]P, ^(oprfp rpa^eiap €')(ppTe^, 

aW' ipaTecporiprjp yrjpvp dfieL'\lrdfiepoL, 

ov ^epop, ov TedpTjKOT* eireX Movaal cr^e /jueToiKOP 

d(f)0tTOP ip iraatp OijKap iTTLjddopLoi^, 



INTRODUCTION 

We know little more of Meleager than we learn from his own poems (XLIX 
and L), that he was born at Gadara in Palestine, lived in his youth at 
Tyre, and in his old age at Cos; and that he made his first essay in 
literature as a disciple of Menippus, the Cynic, whom we know to have 
been his fellow-citizen. Menippus was famous for his satires. Diogenes 

Laertius, in his Lives of the Philosophers^ says of him : " There is nothing 

■•• - - 

of serious value to be got from him, but his books are full of laughable 
matter, something like those of his contemporary, Meleager." Still, the 
epithet commonly applied to him, o a-TrovSoyikoio^, suggests that his 
humour had a serious purpose. Meleager's words do not imply that he 
was more than an imitator of Menippus in the satiric style. Of this kind, 
doubtless, were the works from which Athenaeus quotes, the HLdpiTe^, 
or Graces, and the 'Zv/JLiroa-iov, or Banquet-Party, which was probably 
modelled on the ^vixmotriov of Menippus. The loss of these we need 
not lament, possessing what we do of his poems and of the Sre^ai/o?. 
This was a collection of short poems, such as these of his own, which he 
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gathered together into a Garland^ dedicating it to his friend Diocles in 
beautiful verses. Here are some of the most interesting couplets of this 
dedication, in which, naming forty-seven of the contributing authors, he 
assigns to each a flower : 

MoOcra (fyiX/i, rivi rdvSe (f)epeL^ irarfKapirov aocSdv ; 
fj Tt9 o KaX Tev^a^ v/jLvoderav <ne<^avov ; 
avvae /jlcv MeXeaypo^, dpi^aXo) Se AlokXcl 
fipa/JLoavvov Tavrav i^eirovrja-e j(apLV 
TToWA liev ifjL'TrXe^a^ 'Az/utt/? Kplva, TroWct Se Motpou? 
Xelpia, Kal ^air^ov<: jSaia fiev, aXXd poSa* 
vapKiaaov re Top&v M.ekavLinrlSov eyKVOv vfivcov, 
Kal veov oivdvdrj^ Kkij/jba ^ifJUODvlSeo), 

TTJ S* cifjLa Kal adfi'slrv^ov d<f> rjSxjTrvooto ^Viavov, 
Kal yXvKvv ^Hpivvrj^; irapdev6y(p(OTa KpoKov, 

• •••••••• 

iv 8' apa AafidyrjTOV, Xov fieXav, tjBv t€ fivprop 
K.aWif^d'Xpv, aTV(f)ekov /juea-TOP del fiiXiTo^, 

iv Se Kal eK (fyop^i]^ aKOfwrpc'^of; av6o^ dKdvOrj^ 
^Ap^iXo^ov, iJbLKpd^ arpdyya^ dir inKeavov, 
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val fjifjv Kal j(pvaeiov del deioio ItXarcopo^ 

Kk&va, Tov ef dpcTT]^ irdpTodi Xa/jLirofievov. 

• •••••••• 

dXkoDV T epvea iroXK^ ve6ypa(f)a' tol^ S afui fiovarff; 
Kol (TffieTepT)^ €TL irov irpa)Lfia XevKoca. 

Sweet Muse, to whom this fruitage of singing hast thou brought ? 

who was it that the poets' garland wrought ? 

'twas Meleager made it, for noble Diodes 

contriving a remembrance that might please ; 

of Moero many lilies enweaving in his posies, 

and Anyte ; of Sappho few, — but roses ; 

with daffodils hymn-teeming of Melanippides, 

and young vine-tendril of Simonides. 

• • • • • • • •'• 

With marjoram from fragrant Rhianus therewithal, 
and sweet Erinna's crocus virginal. 

The pansy, Damagetus, and of Callimachus 
sweet myrtle, full of honey rigorous. 

• •••••••• 

And, from the pasture, blossom from off that crisped thorn, 
Archilochus, small drops from ocean borne. 
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With ever-golden branches of Plato the divine, 
that everywhere do of their virtue shine. 

• ••••• ••• 

And many shoots of others new-writ ; and with them set 
of his own muse white snowdrops early yet. 

We have altogether near one hundred and thirty epigrams ascribed to 
Meleager ; but half of them will hardly bear translation. 

A scholiast says that he flourished in the time of the last Seleucus. 
The last king of the name was killed in b.c 95 or 94. The last of the 
Seleucid dynasty, Antiochus Asiaticus, was expelled by Pompeius in b.c. 65. 

A most eloquent criticism of Meleager will be found in the chapter 
on the Anthology of Mr. J. A. Symonds's Studies of the Greek Poets, That 
there I read first of Meleager is only one small reason for the tribute 
I delight in paying to that book. 

Translation being so much a technical matter, I may be allowed to 
add a few words upon the metres I have used. Ten-syllable iambics 
can rarely give the effect of Greek elegiacs. For poems of a somewhat 
severe style, as the Epitaphs of Simonides, they may serve, though 
too short; and are suited to epigrams in our narrowed English sense, 
especially when of only two linies : but for poems whose excellence is 
their melody and grace they are not only too short, but too stiff and too 
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slow. I am sure that the movement of the elegiac couplet is generally 
best rendered by the simple quatrain I have most often used, though this, 
in its turn, is a little over-long. It is not unnecessary to say that corre- 
spondence in length is not to be judged by counting syllables. Greek is 
longer than English; owing to perfection of structure not so much as 
would appear from comparison of the separate words, but still slightly 
longer on the whole. My variations from the simple quatrain must justify 
themselves. In the Idyll on Spring I have tried to suggest the effect 
of the bucolic hexameter. 

Finally, I would assure those who cannot read the Greek that the 
translation is at any rate faithful. 

Florence, May 1890. 



Tov CTec^ANON M.€\iaypo<; aTravra^oOev avveirKe^ev 
ayt6c a* e*KAAMnei toy CTe<j)<\NOY CTe<j)<\Noc. 



1 



Of every flower his garland did Meleager twine, 
but lie doth of the garland himself the garland shine. 



Toi/ CTe4)<\N0N MeXiaypo^; aTravra^oOev a-vveirXe^ev' 
ayt6c a* eKAAMnei toy CTe<j)ANOY CTe<j)<\NOC. 



Such the blossoms that were borne 
by the Grecian soil outworn, 
whom the portion to possess 
of eternal youthfulness 
did the Muses, kindly bent, 

I 

with the Graces in consent, 
will, upon their opening, 
their sweet beauty marvelling. 
Not of Grecian birth are we, 
but, no Grecians though we be, 
still to us the blooms are dear, 
blown in Greece, and never sere. 



ToidBe Kol f^tjpao'Kov dveTpa^ev 'EXXaSo? oiha^; 
avOea, T0Z9 ^^9^9 S&pov deiOaXeo^ 
KOLvov avv l^aplreo'a'cv dvoiyofiivoKTiv eScoxav 
Movaai, TO yXvK€pov KaXXo^; d/yao'a'dfievac. 
rjfiel^ ov^ '^EW^yj/e?* dveWrjve^ Se <f)i\ovfi€v 
Tfjv ov Kap^^ofievqv 'E\\aSo9 dvOoavvrjv. 
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Sweet utterances we bring to thee 
of Meleager's voice, 
that are of all his poesy 
the treasures of our choice. 

Come, if thou canst, receive the gift ; 
but if thy learning fails 
to rede the dulcet-sounding drift 
of Grecian nightingales, 

For thee the twitterings musical, 
so hardly to be read, 
in our outlandish phrases all 
have we interpreted. 



'Hi/tSe KaWl<f)0oyya fieXiafiard (Tol ISleXear/pov 

irpocTKlyipofiev, iroW&v ravr diroXe^dfievoi. 

dXS! el fiev hvvao'ai, Xafik rfjv X^P^^' ^^ ^' dfiadalveL^ 

Xelpiov 'EWt/i/cdi/ fiovo'av a7)BovlBa)v, 

(Tol ra hvaepfirfvevra \aXi]fiara ^ap^apoKJxovoi^ 

XpV^oLfievoi <j)0oyyoi^ irdvT €(ra<j)r)vl(rafi€v. 
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Aeivo^ *'EpG)9, Setvo^' tI he to irKeov rjv irdXiv eXiro) 

Kol iraXiv, olfico^oDv iroXKaKi, Aeivo^ "Ep©? ; 

^ yap 6 7rat9 tovtokti yeXa, koI irvKva KaxKrOel^ 

TjBerar rjv S' etirco XolBopa, Kal Tp€<f)€Tau 

Oavfia Si fioL irw cipa, Bi^ yXavKoto <f)avela'a 

KVfjbaro^, ef vypov, KvTrpi, av irvp reroKa^, 
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A PLAGUE is Love, a plague ! but yet 
what profit shall it prove 
again and oft again to fret 
and cry : A plague is Love ? 

The boy but laughs to hear such news ; 
chid with a tongue let loose, 
enjoys it ; and if I abuse, 
he thrives upon abuse. 

O hither through the green wave sent, 
Cypris, I must admire 
how thou from that moist element 
hast brought to birth a fire ! 
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II 

K.fjpvo'a'a) rov "Epoira, top aypiov apn yap dpTi 

6p6pivo<i CK Koirrf^ VX^*^* airoirrdfievo^. 

eari S* 6 irai^ yXv/cvSaKpv^, deCkaXo^, oi/cv^, dOafi^'q^, 

aifict yeX&v, irrepoei^ v&ra, <l>ap€Tpo<f)6po^' 

Trarpo^ S' ov/cir €j(a) <f>pd^eiv rivo^* ovre ydp AtOijp, 

ov X.0(ov (fyqai re/ceiv rov Bpaavv, ov HiXayo^* 

iravTq yhp Kal iraaiv direjfjSerai,' aXX' i<ropaT€ 

firi irov vvv y^vj(al^ aX\a riOrjai \lva, 

Kairoi /C€lvo^ IBov irepl (fxaXeov ov fie \iX,rf0a^, 

To^ra, Zfjvo<f>C\a^ OfifUKri /cpuirrofievo^. 



TRANSLATION 



II 

Hue and cry for Love the wild ! for early from his bed, 
early in the morning hath he taken wing and fled. 

Sweet in tears and sly of laughter, dauntless, prattling ever, 
swift, with wings upon his back and at his side a quiver. 

But the father of the rogue I cannot tell, for Sea, 
Earth and Air alike declare : No son of mine is he. 

For of all he is abhorred in every place ; beware 
lest he setteth for your souls even now another snare. 

See, why at his lair he lies ! I have discovered thee, 
archer, lurking in the eyes of my Zenophile. 
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III 

UofKeiaOo) xal fiarpo^ er iv KoXiroici KaOevStov 

irioKeladcD' tI S' ifiol to dpaav tovto Tp€<f>€ip ; 

KOI yhp aifwv €<f)v xal {nroirrepov, axpa S' ovv^i 

Kvl^ei, Kol Kkalov TToXXA fiera^if yeXd* 

7rpo9 S' €Ti Xoiirbv arpeiTTOV, aetKaXov, of v BeSopKO^, 

aypiov, ouS' avT'ff firfrpl ^ikt) riOaaov 

iravra repa^* rolrfap irewpdaerai, el Tt9 aTroTrXou? 

efiiropo^ iavelaOat, iralha OiKa, irpoalrto, 

Kalroi Xuraer ISov SeBaKpvfievo^;' ov a en TreoXA* 

Odpaer TkTfvo^iXa avvrpo^o^ S)he fieve. 
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III 



Let him be sold, though still he sleep 
upon his mother's breast ! 
let him be sold ! why should I keep 
so turbulent a pest ? 

For winged he was born, he leers, 
and sharply with his nails 
he scratches, and amid his tears 
oft laughs the while he wails. 

Withal and further, glances keen 
he plies, devoid of shame, 
a ceaseless babbler, wild, nor e'en 
to his own dear mother tame. 

An utter monster : on that ground 
sold he shall be to-day : 
if any trader outward bound 
would buy a boy, this way ! 

But see, in tears beseecheth he : 
nay, thee no more I sell : 
fear not, with my Zenophile 
remain thou here to dwell 
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V 

^ABif fieXo^, val Hava rov ^ApKaSa, irrfKriSc fieXirei^, 

Z7fvo<f>L\a, val Uav', dBv Kp€K€i^ ri yLteXo9. 

TToZ <re ipvyo) ; iravrrf fie wepcaTel^ova-iv "Epeore? 

oifS oaov dfiTrvevcai ^aiov iSai ')(povov. 

fj yap fioi fiop^h ^dWec irodov, fj iroKi fiovaa, 

Tf xdpt^, fj — ri Xeyeo ; Trdvra* irvpl <f>\€yo/jLai, 



TRANSLATION 



II 



V 

A LOVELY melody, my sweet, by Pan of Arcady, 

thou playest upon thy lyre ; by Pan, a lovely melody ! 

Where shall I fly ? on every side about me Loves patrol, 

and will not even a breathing-while give rest unto my soul. 

For now thy beauty, now thy wit awakes in me desire, 

or else thy grace, or else thine — all : I am consumed in fire. 
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VI 



EvSet?, Zrjvo^LXa, rpv^epov OdKo^' eXB* iirl aoX vvv 

0)9 €7rl aol fiTfS* 0VT09 Kol Aio9 ofifiara deXr/ayv 
<f>oiTi]aai Kcire'^ov S* avTo<; iyco <re fiovo<;. 
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VI 

Zenophile, my tender bloom, 
thou sleepest. Oh the guise 
of gliding slumber to assume 
and enter on thine eyes ! 

That thereby might not even he 
have unto thee access 
who lulls the lids of Zeus, but thee 
I only might possess. 
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VII 



To (TKV<f>o^ dSif yeyrfOe, \eyec S ore rd^ (fyiKepeoTO^ 
yjravei ZrjvotpiXa^ tov XcCKIov arofiaro^. 
oX^LOv €L0* VTT ifiot^ vvv ')(eCK€(n '^(eCKea Oeiaa 
airvevaTi yfrv^ctv Tctv iv ifiol irpoirloL, 
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VII 

The cup in bliss rejoiceth much 
because, so boasteth he, 
'tis his the prattling mouth to touch 
of sweet Zenophile. 

O happy cupi to be so quaffed ! 
would she her lips might strain 
to my lips now, and at a draught 
the soul within me drain ! 
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VIII 

^O^v^oac Kcovayjre^, dvaiBee^, oifiaTOf; avhpwv 

ai^cove^, vvkto^ KVcoSaXa Scirrepvya, 

^aiov Zrfvo<f>L\av, Xtrofiac, irdpeG* fiav^ov virvov 

evSelv, Tdfia 8' iioi) aapKOipayelTe fjLeXrj, 

Kairoc irpo^ ri fiaTrjv avS£ ; Kot 0rjp€<% areyKTOC 

repTTovTai Tpvfpepm 'xpcorl j(\iaivofi€voi, 

d\V CTC vvv TrpoXiyo), Kaxd Opefifjuara, X'^yeTC t6\/jl7]<;, 

rj yvdaeaOe x^p&v ^rfkorvTrav Svvaficv, 
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VIII 

Ho there, you shrilly-sounding gnats, you suckers of men's blood ! 

ho there, you shameless animals, night's double-winged brood ! 

A little space let quiet sleep Zenophile refresh, 

I beg of you, and make, behold, your banquet on my flesh. 

Yet why command I thus in vain ? even unperceiving beasts 

delight upon her tender skin to make their dainty feasts. 

But, evil creatures, still I give my warning unto you : 

your boldness end, or you shall see what jealous hands can do. 
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IX 

'Hj^7;€t9 T€TTtf, hpoaepal<; ara^oveaai, fieOvadeU 

ar/povofiov fiiXTrec^ fiovaav ipTffioXdkov. 

UKpa B iipe^ofievo^ TreraXot? TrpiovcoBeai, #ca>Xot9 

aWioiri, #cXafet9 ^^^wtI fieKiafia Xvprf^. 

dWd, <f>[Ko^, <f>0€yyov tc veov SevSpaoSeai Vlvfi<f>ai^ 

7ra[r/piov, avTq>Sov Havl KpeKfov xiXaBov, 

o<f>pa <f>vya)v rov **^p(aTa fiearffi^pivov virvov a/^p€va(o 

ivBdK viro axiep^ KetcKifievo^ irKaTdv(p, 
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IX 

Chirrupping grasshopper, drunken with dew-drops, 
lonely thou tunest a shrill meadow-lay, 
perched upon petals, with legs that are saw-like, 
swarthy one, as on a cithern to play. 

Friend, sing anew for delight of the tree-nymphs, 
answer to Pan with a rivalling strain, 
that I, fleeing Love, may get sleep in the noon-tide 
here, lying under the shade of the plane. 
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X 

Tl ^evov ei fipoToXoiyb^ "EjO©? rcb irvphrvoa To^a 
^dWcL Kal XafJLvpoi^ ofifia<rt iruKpa yeXa ; 
ov fidrrjp aripyet fi^v ^'A.prjy ydjieTU^ he rervKTau 
^ K^alaTOV, Kotva koI irvpX koX ^L^€<ti,v ; 
ov fiarpo^ /JbaTTjp dv€/JM)v fidarL^t SdXaao'a 
Tpaj(y l3oa ; yevcTa^ S* ovre rk ovt€ TtJ/09. 
TOvv€K€v 'A(j)ai(rTov jiev €j(€t (p^ya Kv/MKrc S' opyhv 
OTTep^ev Xaav "Apeto^i S' aifiUTO^vpra ^iXrf, 
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X 

What wonder if destroying Love flame-breathing arrows plies ? 

what if he laugheth bitterly with wanton-looking eyes ? 

His mother, is she not in love with Ares ? and for lord 

Hephaestus hath she not ? allied with fire alike and sword. 

Doth not his mother's mother, Sea, in tempest harshly groan 

under the scourge ? but who his sire, or whence, are neither known. 

So from Hephaestus flame hath he, and billow-like the mood 

he loveth ; even as Ares, fond of arrows blood-embrued. 
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arfpevOeX^ toI^ aoi^ S/Mfiaai, Ti/idpiov, 
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XI 

Even winged Love was captured in the skies, 
Timarion, being snared by thine eyes. 
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XII 



'If 01/ e^et? TO (f>l\7)fAa, ra S* o/JUfuiTa, Tifidptov, rrrvp' 
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XII 

Thine eyes are fire, Timarion, 

thy kiss a lim^d lure ; 

thou kindlest whom thou look'st upon, 

whom touchest, hast him sure. 
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XIII 



Tpt<r<ral fiev X.dpcT€f;, rpet^ Si y\vKV7rdp0€VOL *ilpat, 
rpelf; S* i/ji€ Orjkvfiavet^ ota-rpo/SoXova-L irodoL, 
fj yap Toi rpla TO^a /careipvaev, o)9 apa /jLeWayv 
oi^Xl filav Tpaxrecv, rpeh S iv i/iol xpaSia^. 
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XIII 



The Graces three in number are, 
and three the woman-mad desires 



the maiden Seasons three, 
that do enfrenzy me. 



For sure upon three bows he hath drawn tight three several darts, 

as not one heart alone to pierce within me, but three hearts ! 
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XIV 

Nal Tctv KvirpLv, "EjO©?, <f>ke^(o ra act irdvTa irvpdxTaf;, 

To^a T€ Kal ^/evOiKTjv iohoKov ^aperpTjv* 

<^\€^a) vaX — T6 fMaraia yeXa? xal ci/jba aearjpib^ 

fiv^di^cL^ ; TCL'XjOL TTOV aapBdmov yeXda-ec^. 

Tj yap (rev ra iroSr^ycL HoOoov wKViTTepa Koyjra^ 

j^oXkoSctov a^iy^a) (toc^ irepl Troaal ireSffv. 

KairoL HaBfielov Kpdro^ oXaofiev el <re irdpoLKOv 

'^^XV <^^^€v^a), \vyKa irap alirdkloi^. 

a\\' X6l, BvavlKTjTe, Xa^ayv S* eirt Kov(l>a rrreSiXa 

eKireTaaov raj^tvci^ eh erepov^ TTTepvya^;. 
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XIV 

Love, in the flames thine all, I swear by Cypris, I will burn, 

thy bow and Scythian quiver filled with arrows each in turn. 

I will, by— why so idly laugh ? with sneer so mocking why 

make mouths at me ? too soon wilt thou be laughing all awry. 

Thy plumes, the leaders of Desires, I verily will dock, 

and brazen fetters in their stead about thine ankles lock. 

Yet sure Cadmean then would be the triumph I should reap, 

to join thee neighbour to my soul, a wolf among the sheep ! 

Away, invincible, away ! light sandals take beside, 

and spread against another foe thy speedy pinions wide ! 



D 
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XV 



^ajii TTOT iv fivOoi^ tclv evKaXov ^li\LoB(opav 



TRANSLATION 31 



XV 

Soon Heliodora with her prattle sweet 
in graces even the Graces will defeat. 
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XVI 

^^X^ Bvo'BaKpvTe, tI aol to TreiravOev ^'Ejogjto? 

rpavfia Sect arepvcov avBi^ dva<f>\€y€Tai ; 

fiTj fiTj irpo^ ae A&09> jJ^rj irpo^ A^o?^ & (f>iXdl3ov\€, 

KLvrjarj^ T€<f)pa irvp v7ro\a/jL7r6/jL€vov, 

avTLKa yap, XrjOapye KaK&v, ttoXlv et ere ^vyovaav 

XtjylreT "E/)©?, evp(bv SpdireTiv alKiaeTai, 
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XVI 

Ah tearful soul, why sufferest 
again to be inflamed 
the wound of Love within thy breast 
that was but lately tamed ? 

Nay nay, be not, in heaven's name, 
in heaven's name, so rash, 
foolhardy one, to stir the flame 
now smouldering under ash ! 

For, heedless thou of all past ill, 
if flown another day 
Love finds thee, soon as caught he will 
chastise his runaway. 
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XVII 



Nal Tov *'EjOft)Ta 0€\(o to Trap* ovaaLv *H\toSft>/oa9 
<f>d6y/JLa k\v€IV rj Ta9 AarolSea) Kiddpaf;, 



TRANSLATION 35 



XVII 

By Love, Apollo's harp I would not hear 
as Heliodora's whisper in mine ear ! 
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XVIII 

Alel fioc Scv€i fiev iv ovaaiv ^^09 "Epcaro?, 

ofi^ he atr/a Yl66oL<i to yXvKif haKpv ^epei' 

ovS* rj vv^y ov <f)€yyo^ eKoi^iaev, oKlC viro f^iX/rpoDV 

'^Stj irov Kpahia yvtoaro^ eveart Tviro^;, 

& irravoiy firj Kal iror i^hrraaBai fiev, "Epcore^, 

otBar, airoTrTrjvai S* oifS* oaov iayyere ; 
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XVIII 

The sound of Love dins ever in mine ears ; 
silent mine eyes to Longing bear sweet tears : 
nor night nor dawn allays them : in my breast 
philtres have one familiar form imprest. 
O winged Loves, can ye fly hither then 
without even strength to fly away again ? 
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XIX 



E1/T09 ifirjf; KpaBir}<; rav €v\a\ov 'HXtoScipav 



TRANSLATION 39 



XIX 

Within my heart the sweetly-prattling maid, 
soul of my soul, hath Love himself portrayed. 
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XX 

Ou aoc TavT i^ocov, "^/^vx^* Nal Kvirpw, aKoiaei, 

& 8v<T€poD9, i^£ iroXKa irpoaiirTafievrj ; 

ovK ifiodjv ; etkev ae ira/^rf tl fidrrfv ivl Seafiol^ 

airalpei^ ; avro^ "'EtpoD^ ra inepd aov SiSe/cev 

Kai a iirl irvp earrjo'e, fivpot^ S' eppatve Xiiroirvovv, 

8&Ke Be Siylrcoarj SaKpva depfut irielv. 

a yjf'V^rj ^apvfi(y)(j9e, av S' dpTC p^v €K irvpo^ atOrj, 

dpri S' dvayp'V')(€c^ irvevp^ dvaXe^apAvq. 

tI K\ai€L<; ; rov dreyKTov or iv KoKiroiaiv "Epwra 

OVK ^Set? ; vvv yv&0c koX&v dXkarfpu Tpo^eitov, 
irvp dp^ KoX y^v')(pdv Se^apevrj ')(L6va. 
ai/TTj Tav6* eiKov* <f)ip€ top irovov d^ta irdayei^ 
&v ehpa<i, oTTTcS Kaiop^ivrj piKiri, 
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XX 

Cried I not so to thee, my soul : Thou wilt be caught^ I swear, 

lovesick one^ if hovering oft around the limkd snare ? 

1 cried. The trap has taken thee. Why dost thou writhe in vain 
within thy bonds ? 'tis Love himself hath bound thy wings amain ; 

Set thee on flames, bedewed thy brows with myrrh when thou didst sink, 
and when thou thirstedst unto thee gave scalding tears to drink. 

So now in fire thou witherest, O soul in heavy pain, 
and now, recovering thy breath, thou growest cold again. 

Why weepest thou ? when heartless Love thou nourishedst at first 
within thy bosom, knew'st thou not against thee he was nursed ? 

Knewest thou not ? the recompense for thy kind nurture know, 
receiving in thy heart at once both fire and freezing snow. 

'Twas thine own choice. Endure the pain. Thy wages thou hast earned, 
and sufferest fitly for thy fault, in boiling honey burned. 
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XXI 

^epKriaOoD kv^o^* airre* iropevaofiar rjviSe toX/ui, 
Oivo^ape^y riv ej^€t9 ^povriha ; KayfidaofjuiL. 
J^ayfidaofiaL ; irol, dvfie, rpeiry ; Tl S* "E/xort Xoytafio^; ; 
airre rd'^p^. Hov S' 77 irpoaOe Xoycov fieXirrj ; 
'Eppi<f>0a) a'0(f)La<; 6 ttoXv^ irovo^;' iv fiovov ot8a 
Tov0\ OTC fcal Zi;i/09 Xrjfia KaOelXev "Ep©?. 
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XXI 

Try the hazard ! — light torches ! FU go ! come, be bold ! 
Thou drunkard^ what meanest ? A revel 111 hold. 
A revel ? Mind, whither ? What's logic to Love ? 
quick, a torch ! Our long reasoning, vain shall it prove ? 
Away with the labour of wisdom ! I know 
this only, that Zeus too by Love was brought low. 
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XXII 

OiaoD vol fict ere, Ba/c^e, to aov Opdao^' ayio, KcofKov 

ap')(€, Oeb^ OvaTctv dvco'x^ei xpaSlav 

iv TTVpl yevvaOel^ arepyei^ (f)\6ya Tctv iv epayrc, 

Kai fi€ iroKiv hrjaa^; rov aov ayei^ iKirrjv. 

a TrpoSora^ Koi airiaTo^ €(f)V<;' rect S* opyia KpinrreLV 

avS&v eK^aiveiv Tafia or if vvv iOekei^;. 
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XXII 

Bacchus, by thyself I swear, 
thy spite I'll bear : 
lead on, thou lord of revels, ride 
a god my mortal will to guide ! 

Born in fire, thou dost approve 
the flame of love, 
and again thou bringest me 
bound, in homage unto thee. 

Oh a traitor is thy heart, 
untrue thou art ! 
bidding thy mysteries conceal, 
now thou wouldest mine reveal. 



£ 
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XXIII 

Kol ttoXl Ta<; avrd^ d8vX6yov l^dpiTo^* 

avrd yctp fil^ ifiol ypd^eraL deo^; a? to irodeivov 

ovvofi iv cLKprfTtp (TuyKepdaa^: irlop.au 
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XXIII 

Fill, to Enchantment and to Love 
fill, to the sweetly-speaking Grace, 



in Heliodora's name ! 



again, again the same 



I 



For she my only goddess is whose name, whereon I think, 

with my pure draught of offering I mingle ere I drink. 
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XXIV 

I 

vdpKiaarov, irXi^co koX ret yek&vra Kplva* 

ifKi^OD Koi KpOKOV f}hvV, iTTCTrXi^OD S' VOLKLVOOV 

7rop<f)vp€rjv, irXi^a) koI ^iXipaara poha* 

©9 civ iirX KpoTd<f)OL<: fivpo^o<TTpvj(ov 'HXvoScopa^; 

evirXoKafiov j(aLT7jv dvOo^oXfj aref^avo^. 
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XXIV 

White violets 1*11 twine ; 
the tender daffodilly 
with myrtles I'll entwine ; 
rU twine the laughing lily. 

I'll twine sweet crocus too ; 

« 

V\\ twine among my posies 
dark hyacinth for blue ; 
I'll twine the lover's roses. 

That thrown my lady's head 
of myrrhy tresses over 
a wreath with blossom shed 
her lovely locks may cover. 
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XXV 



'O aTi<f>avo^ irepX Kparl fiapalverac '}i\coB<opa<;' 
avrrf 8* iKkdfnret tov aT€<f)dvov aT€<f)avo^, 
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XXV 

On Heliodora's brow the garland pines, 
but she the garland of the garland shines. 
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XXVI 



^<f>aLpL(Triiv TOP ^'Eipoora rpe^to* aoX 8\ ^HXioBcopa, 
^dWec rav iv ifiol iraWofiivav KpaSiav, 
aXX' aye (TVfiiralKrav Se^ac TloOov el S' aTTO (rev fie 
plyjrai^, ovk oXao) Tctv airaKaLO-Tpov v/3pcv. 
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XXVI 



Love with me as a ball-player 
O Heliodora, throws the heart 

Come take Desire for playfellow 
or ni not brook the haughtiness 



I keep, that unto thee, 
that boundeth up in me. 

and straight return Love's aim, 
that cannot play the game. 
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XXVII 



*' Kpiraarai' rk roaaov av al')(jjLdaac dypio^ eirj, 
rk Toaov, atpea-dat koX 7rpo<; "Epwra fid'^rjv ; 
a/irre Ta^09 irevKa^' Kalroc ktvttos '}i\voScipa<;' 
^alve iraXcv aripvcDV ivTO<; ifi&v, KpaSia, 
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XXVII 

She's stolen ! who dauntless enough to give battle, 
who fierce enough, war against Love to declare ? 
light the torches at once ! — but that rustle and rattle- 
back into my breast again, heart ! she is there ! 
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XXVIII 

^ AvOohiaire fJLekLo-aa, ri fioc 5^/>oo9 'll\coB<opa<: 

'slrav€i<; iKirpoXnrova eiapcvct^ KoKvKm ; 

Yf av 7€ fJi/r}vv€L^ on koI yKvKif Kal Svawroco'Tov 

TTLKpov aeX Kpahia Kevrpov ^^pcaros ej^et ; 

vaX 8oK€(t), TOVT eliraf;, lo) <f)iX€pa<rT€, iraXlfiirov^ 

(TTeJj^e' iroiXaL rrjv arjv oXhafiev a/yyeXirjv, 



TRANSLATION $7 



XXVIII 

Tell me, flower-pastured bee, why thus the buds of spring 

forsaking, Heliodora's cheek thou brushest with thy wing ? 

Dost thou signify that there, with sweetness and with smart 

both laden, dwells a sting of love aye bitter to the heart ? 

Yes, methinks, 'tis this thou say'st : go, friend of lovers, go, 

return upon thy path — I knew thy message long ago. 
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XXIX 

*^fYj(€i KoX iraKiv eiiri, ttoXiv, TrdXtv, 'li\io8a>paf; 
eiire, avv aKprjTtp to y\vKv filay ovofia' 
Kai fioL Tov /3p€'x0€VTa fivpoi^ Koi 'xOc^ov iovra 
fivafioavvov Keiva^ ap^LrLOei ari^vov. 
SaKpvec ^CKepcLOTov l8ov poSov ovvexa iceLvav 
aXKoOi Kov KoKiroi^ afierepocf; iaopa. 
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XXIX 

Fill up ! to Heliodora mine 
again, again, again ! 
mixed with the pure unblended wine 
her sweet name let me drain ! 

Bring me the wreath of yesterday 
that drippeth still with myrrh, 
and throw it round my brows, I pray, 
in memory of her ! 

Ah see, the rose, love's favourer, 
is weeping, sore distrest, 
because elsewhere it seeth her, 
and not upon my breast. 
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XXX 

Aia-aofi *'Epa)9 tov aypinrvov ifiol iroOov ^^\LoZ<i}pa^ 

KOLfiia-ov aiheaOeX^ fiovcrav ifiav ik€tiv. 

vol yap 8rj ra aa TO^a, ret fir} SeBcSayfiiva ^dWeiv 

aWov, ael 8* iir ifiol WTrjva 'X^eovra ^iXrj, 

el Kal fie Kreivat^, Xelyjra) (fxovevvr iirl TVfi/3<p 

ypdfifiar' epcoTOC dpA, ieTNC, MiAi<t)ON(HN. 



TRANSLATION 6i 



XXX 

Love, prithee spurn thou not my Muse that kneeleth at thy feet, 

but lull my still-awake desire for Heliodora sweet. 

For by thy bow, that has not learnt to aim at other hearts 

but without end at mine alone to pour its winged darts, 

If thou shouldst kill me, I will leave engraved my tomb above 

a legend saying : Stranger^ see the murderousness of Love, 
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XXXI 

'ft vv^, & <f)iXdypv7rvo^ ifiol iroOo^ 'HX^oSwpa?, 

KaX (TKoXi&v 6p6p(ov Kvla-fjbara BaKpvj(apr}, 

apa fjbivei aTopyrj<; ifia XeLyjrava, *Kal to <f>i\rjfia 

fivafioawov '^V'^^pa OaXirer iv elKaaia ; 

apd y €')(€t air/KOCTa ra SaKpva, KUfiov oveipov 

ylrvxaTrdTTjv arepvoi^ dfi<f>tl3aXov(ra <f>i\€i ; 

fj veo<i aXXo9 epw^, via TraCyvta ; firiirore, \i5^i/6, 
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XXXI 

O Night, O vigilant desire for Heliodora dear ! 

O tortures of the crabbed morns whose joy is in my tear ! 



Remaineth aught for me of love ? 
doth yet my kiss abide with her 

And oh, are tears her bedfellows ? 
upon her breast my dreamed form 



and in cold phantasy 
still warm in memory ? 

and doth she clasp and kiss 
that cheats her soul of bliss ? 



Or some new love and new delights — ? ah, never brook to see 

the like, O lamp, but be her guard with whom I charged thee. 
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XXXII 

Axpk, ifi&v airaTrjfia ttoOodv, irapafivOiov wrvov, 
axpi^, apovpairj Movaa, XiyvTrTepvye, 
avTo<f)V€^ filfirjfia \vpa^, Kpexe fioi tl iroOeivov, 
iyKpovovaa <f)C\oc^ iroaal \aX0v9 irripvya^, 
w fie TTOvtov pvaaco irava^pvirvoLO fi€pifivi]<;, 
cLKpi, fiiTCjaafiivrj <f>06yyov ipfOToifKdvov * 

8&pa 8e aoL yi]T€Lov aecOaXe^ opOptvh Scoa-o) 
Kol Spoaepa^ aropuTL <Tj(L^ofieva^ yjraKaSa^. 
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XXXII 

Cicala, bringer on of sleep, deceiver of my pain, 

cicala, meadow-muse of tuneful wing, 

Nature's own mimic of the lyre, come strike a charming strain, 

with thine own feet thy shrill wings battering. 

To free me from the miseries of ever-wakeful care, 
the woof of love-beguiling sound renew ; 
and unto thee, as morning gifts, leeks ever-green I'll bear, 
and for thy mouth divided drops of dew. 
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XXXIII 

Scopov/JLai, aTopya<; Xei^avov eh ^AlSav, 

hcLKpva hvahcLKpvTa' iro\vKKavT(p S* iirl Tu/i/Sq) 

airevh(o fivajxa iroOeov fivapu ^CKo^poavva^, 

olKTph yap, oLKTpct ^IXav ae koX iv ^Oifievoi^ Mekiaypo^ 

ald^oD, K€V€av eh Aj^ipovra yaptv* 

aial TTOv TO iroOeivov ifiol 0d\o<; ; apiraaev "AcStj^;, 

apiraaev aKfialov S* dv6o^ e^vpe kovi^. 

dWd ae yovvovfiai, Ta iravrpo^e, Tctv iravohvprov 

rjpcfia aoh KoKiroi^, fmrep, ivayxaXiaai, 
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XXXIII 

Tears, Heliodora, tears to thee, 
deep down the earth beneath, 
I offer, of my constancy 
a remnant unto Death ; 

Tears, bitter tears ; a sacrifice, 
thy woeful tomb above, 
pouring in token of my sighs, 
in token of my love. 

Yea, sorely, sorely so for thee, 
still dear, though with the worn, 
vain tribute for Mortality, 
doth Meleager mourn : 

Ah me^ where is my darling bud? 
the Grave hath ravished it^ 
hath ravished it; the dust hath strewed 
my blooming floweret, 

O fostering Earth, I pray of thee 
that her, my grief untold, 
unto thy bosom tenderly 
thou, Mother, wilt enfold. 
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XXXIV 

OlKTpoTarov fidrrjp ae, H^apl^eve, h&pov €9 "AtSav 
oKTonKaiheKeTav iaroKiae j(XafivSL' 
ff yap Stf Kal irirpo^ av earevev clvLk air olKtav 
aXt/C69 oiiMoya aov vixvv dj(0o<})6p€vv, 
irevBo^ S*, ovj(^ v/iivaiov, dvcopvovro yovrje^, 
alal Ta9 puar&v yjrevSo/i€va<; jfapira^y 
KaX K€V€ct<; a)S7j/a9* loo KaKoirdpOeve Moipa, 
arelpa yova^ aropyctv eirTvaa^ eh dvifiov^. 
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XXXIV 

A GIFT most piteous in thy mantle's fold 
unto the grave 

thee, O Charixenus, eighteen years old, 
thy mother gave. 

Even a stone had wept upon the day 
when from thy door 

forth with lament the burden of thy clay 
thy fellows bore, 

And loud thy parents wailed for misery, 

not marriage blest, 

alas, the disappointed charity, 

of mother's breast, 

Alas, the empty travail ! — ah, too stem 
virgin above, 

unto the winds, thou barren Fate, to spurn 
a parent's love ! 
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XXXV 

Ov Td/jLov dXV ^AlSav iirivvfi^lSiov KXeaptara 

Si^aro irapOevia^ a/ifiara Xvofiiva* 

dpTL ycLp itnrepioi vv/i^a^ eirl SLKkiaiv aj(€w 

\(OTol KoX OaXdfKov iTrKaToyevvTO Ovpat,' 

1Q&0L S' 6\o\tjjfi6v dv^Kpayov, €K S' vfUvaio^ 

aiyaOel^ yoepov ^Oiyfia fieOap/jLoa-aTo* 

ai S' avral xal ^€7709 iSaSov^evv irepl iraaTA 

irevKai xal <f>0ifi€va vipOev €<f>acvov oSov. 
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XXXV 

Not Marriage Clearista won to wait upon her wedding 
but Death, when she unloosed the zone of her virginity : 
for late the pipes at eventide were at her portal shedding 
their music, and her chamber-doors resounded noisily ; 

And early on the morrow they raised a note of sorrow, 
the bridal-chorus quieted became a chant of woe ; 
and so the self-same torches about her bower's porches 
gave shine and for her perished lit up the path below. 
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€lC Tdlc AYKd^MBfAd^C 

Ae^ireprjv 'A/Sao 0€ov xepa koX ra KcXacvct 
ofivvfiev apprjTOV Si/iVLa Il€pa€<})6vi]<;, 
irapOevoi w €tv/jlov koI vtto j(0ovl' ttoXXA S' o irL/cpo^ 
al(rj(pa /caff* rjiierepr^f; efiXvcre irapffevirj^ 
'A/)j^tX,oj^09* iTricov Se KoXrjv ^otlv ovk eirX KoXa 
epya yvvaLKelov S' erpairev ei<; TroXe/iov. 
IliepiSe^, rl /coprjaLV e^' v^pLarfjpa^ idfi^ov^ 
erpaireT, ov^ 6al(p ^cjtI 'xapi^o/ievai ; 
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XXXVI 

THE DAUGHTERS OF LYCAMBES 

By the right hand of Hades, lord of death, 
and the dark couch of dread Persephone, 
virgin indeed are we, even earth beneath ; 
but slanders oft on our virginity 
poured harsh Archilochus, to no fair use 
his fair speech but on woman-war bestowing : 
Muses, the sharp lampoon why let ye loose 
on maids, to one impure your favour showing ? 
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XXXVII 

TavraXl iral, iiio^a, /c\v ifictv ^ariv, ayyeXov ara?' 

Si^ai a&v dy(ia)v oifCTpOTdrav XaXidv. 

\v€ KOfjba^ dvdSea/jLov, Icb ^apimevBeai ^ol/Sov 

y€Lva/jL€va to^oa9 dpaevoiraiha yovov 

ov <roc iraLoe^ er e^aiv, arap tl too aWo ; rt, Xevacreo ; 

aiai irXrjfivppeL irapOeviKalai ^ovo^, 

d fiev yap /Jbarpo^ irepX yovvaaiv, a S* ivl koXttoi^ 

K€/c\LTaLy d S* iirl ya^, d 8 iiripuarihio^' 

SXKa S' dvTcoTrbv 0afil3€L ^e\o9* d S* eir oia-rol^ 

TTTaxraer rd^ S* efiirvow o/ifi en ^£9 opda, 

d Se XdXov arep^acra irdXai arofia vvv viro OdfijSev^: 

fidTTjp crapKOirayTj^ ola ireir'qye \l6o^. 
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XXXVII 

Hear, Niobe, my voice that brings the tidings of distress 

receive the lamentable tale of thine unhappiness. 

Unloose the binding of thy brows, who thy male progeny 

hast borne unto a grievous doom, Apollo's archery. 

Thy boys, they are no more — but lo, what fate is this beside ? 

what see I here ? ah me, with blood of maidens flows a tide ! 

For one is at her mother's knees, one to her bosom prest ; 

another lies upon the ground, another at the breast : 

One stares at the confronting bolt ; one at the arrow-flight 

crouches ; another's living eye yet looks upon the light. 

And she, the mother, who did erst lips never-silent own, 

doth now stand fixed in her dismay like some incarnate stone. 
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elc t6 Iap 

^elfULTO^: riv€fi6evT0^ air aWipo^ oi'xpfievoco 
TTOp^vpif) /jLelSrjae (f>€pav0eo<; etapo^ &prj' 
yaca Se Kvaverf y^oeprjv eare'^^aro irolrjv 
/cat <})VTa Orjkria'avTa veoi^ i/co/iTjae ireTrfKoL^;, 
oi S* aTToXrjv irlvovre^ ae^c^vrov Spoaov 'HoO? 
\€ifi&v€^ ryeXocoaLv dvocyo/jbevoio poBoLo* 
yaipei koI avpiyyi vofiei/^ iv opeaai XiyalvoDV, 
/cal iroXiOL^ ipl^oi<; iirLrepireraL aiiroXo^; aly&v, 
^Srj Se ifKcoovcTLV iir evpea Kvp,aTa vavrai 
irvoirj airrjfidvTq) Ze^vpov Xiva KoXTTooaavTO^' 
tjSt) 8' evd^ovai ^epeara^vXco ^Lovuatp 
avOet ^OTpvoevTO^ ipeyfrdfievoL rpiya klctctov, 
epya he re'^yrjevra ^orjyeveeaaL /leXlaaaL^ 
KaXh fieXeiy /cal alfi^tp i(f>i]fi6vac ipyd^ovrai 
XevKd iroXvTpriTOLo veoppvra xdXXea Ktfpov, 
irdvTT) 8* opviffcov yeverj Xiyv<f)(ovov delSec, 
dXfcvove^ Trepl KVfia, ^eXiSove^ dfi^l /leXaOpay 
Kv/cvo<; iir* o'^^daiaiv Trorafiov koI vtt dXao<; drfScov. 
el Se <f>VT&v '^alpovo'c ko/uli, koI yaia reOrfKev, 
avpl^ei, Se vo/iev^, koI Tepirerai evTro/ca firjTui, 
Kol vavrai TrXcoovaL, ^Loovvao^ Se '^opevec, 
Ka\ fieXirei Trererjvd, teal oaSivovai /ieXt<r<rai, 
7r£? oi 'x^pif /cal doiSov iv etapc xaXbv delaai ; 
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XXXVIII 



SPRING 



As soon as windy Winter was gone from the sky, 

out smiled the sunny season of flower-bearing Spring : 

the dark earth of green grass a coronal put on, 

and sucking scions burgeoned with petals all anew. 

And now the meadows drinking the tender dew of Dawn, 

their foster-mother, laugh with the opening of the rose. 

The shepherd in the mountains pipes gaily on his reed, 

and in the white kids of the goats the goatherd takes delight. 

Now on the ocean-billows the sailors are afloat, 

outbosoming their canvas the Zephyr's harmless breath. 

To clustered Dionysus men sing their praises now, 

with berried ivy's blossom engarlanding their hair. 

Now with their cunning duties the kine-engendered bees 

are busy, and within the hive do seated labour out 

the white, liquid treasures of the often-pierced comb. 

The tribe of birds with voices clear are singing everywhere, 

the kingfisher about the wave, the swallow round the roof, 

the swan upon the river-banks, the nightingale in wood. 

Then if green leaves are merry, and earth is all in bloom, 

and if the shepherd pipeth, and fleecy flocks delight, 

if Dionysus danceth, and sailors are afloat, 

if chant the feathered creatures, and bees are travailing, 

how should not in the spring-time the poet sweetly sing ? 

G 
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XXXIX 



Auto? l3ov9 4/c€t^9 iirt^difiio^, aWepLe Zev, 
fivKarai, •y^vyhv pv6fievo<; Bavarov. 
aXKk fiiOe^, KpovlSr), rov apoTpia' koI ait yhp avro^ 
iropOfieif^ Eu/jwTriy? ravpo^, ava^, iyivov. 
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XXXIX 

The ox himself, O Zeus in heaven, is lowing at thine altar 
in supplication unto thee to save him from his doom : 
O son of Cronos, loose, I pray, the plougher from the halter, 
for thou to bear Europa didst thyself a bull become. 
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XL 

Tt9 rdBe fiot drjrjrct irepX dpcyKola-LV av^yjre 
aKv\a, 7ravai(T'^L(TT7jp rep^lnv ^^vvaXlov ; 
ovT€ yctp aiyaveai ireptayee^ ovre ri irrfKri^ 
aXXo^o9 ovre ^6v(p 'xpavdev aprjpe a-axo^' 
aW ai;T(i)9 yavoayvra Kot aarv^eKiKra aiSdpa>, 
old irep ovK evoira^ dXKa 'xpp&v evapa. 
0I9 BaKafiov Koafietre yafii]\iov 07r\a Be Xv6p(p 
\eifi6fieva fiporeq) arjKo^ ^Kprjo^ ^X^^' 
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XL 

Who was it hung gay spoils to me 
about my temple thus, 
a gift of high indignity 
to Enyalius ? 

Here are no spears of splintered wood, 
no crestless helm is here ; 
no buckler here befouled with blood 
doth on my wall appear. 

Unbuffeted by sword or lance 
are these, but virgin-bright, 
liker to trophies of the dance 
than trophies of the fight. 

Go, wedding-chambers ornament 
with weapons free from speck ; 
let arms with human gore besprent 
the shrine of Ares deck ! 
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XLI 

EtTTe AvKacvlSi, Aopxa^* "IS* o)9 iTrirrjKra (jxXovaa 
^Xo)9' ov KpvTTTei ifKaaTov epcora j(popo^' 
ayyeiXop rdSe, Aopxa^* IBov iraXi Sevrepov airy 
Kol Tpirov ar/yeiXop, Aopxa^;, airavra* rpi'^e. 

firjKeri fieWe, irerov — fipax^ f^^^» ^P^X^' iiopxa^, eiriax^^^ 
iiopKci^, irol airevBei^;, irplv ae ret iravra fiaOelv ; 
irpoaOe^ S* oh etprjxa iroKat — fiaXKov S' otl — \rjp&' 
/iTjBkv oXct)9 eiirrj^ — aXX' otl — irdvTa Xeye, 
jutf <\>eLhov rdSe irdpra Xeyevv — Kalrot tI ce, Aopxd^;, 
iKTrefiTTCj, avv aoX KavTo^ IBoif TrpodrfODV ; 
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XLI 

Dorcas, say to Lycaenis: See^ hypocrite prove 
thy kisses / time hides not a counterfeit love. 

Take, Dorcas, this message ; again to her say, 
say again to her all of it, Dorcas ; away ! 

Nay, loiter not, fly ! — stop a moment, attend ! 
Dorcas, whither so fast before hearing the end ? 

To my first message add that — or rather, that — well, 
say nothing at all — but that — ^all of it tell 1 

Refrain not from telling her all — but why so 
am I sending you, Dorcas, when with you I go ? 
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XLIl 



HafifiTiTOp Trj, 'XP'lpe" aif tov irapo^ ov fiapin/ €t9 ere 
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XLII 

Hail, Mother Earth ! Aesigenes, 
that erst was unto thee 
not heavy, now in turn may'st please 
to press not heavily. 
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XLIIl 



'A (fyikepo)^ 'xapoiroi^ 'Ac/cXiyTrta? ola ya\i]vr)<; 
Sfifjuuri, avfiireiOei, irdma^ iparoirXoeiv, 
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XLIII 

AscLEPiAS, that amorous maid, 
even as Calm at sea, 
doth all by her bright eyes persuade 
love-mariners to be. 
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XLIV 



<f>€v^€T, "E/a©?' Kavrrj, ay^irTu, e)(€t Trrepvya^;. 
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XLIV 

My soul that swims in fire forbear, 
O Love, to burn so oft ; 
she too hath wings, thou wretch ! beware, 
or she will fly aloft 
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XLV 

Tbv ray^yirovp ert iraT^a awapTraaOhna reKovarj^ 

dpTL fi aTTo arepvmv ovaroevra Xarfiav 

iv koXttoi^ arepyovaa BUTp€<f>€v a y\vK€p6'Xpco<; 

Pavlov, elapivoi<; avOeai fioaKOfievov 

ovSe fie /iTjTpb^ er elj^e iroOo^' OvqaKfo S' xnro Bolvq^ 

aifKrjaTOV, iroXKy hatrX ira'^yvofievof;, 

Kal fiov irpof; KXialat^ Kpy^ltep p€Kvp, 0)9 iv ovelpoi^ 

aUv opav Kolrrjf; yeiTOpeovra ra^ov. 
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XLV 

From my mother's breast forlorn 
I, the swift of foot, was torn 
lately, but an infant yet, 
a long-ear^d leveret. 
Tender Phanion lovingly 
with kind keeping cherished me 
in her bosom, banquetting 
on the blossoms of the spring : 
and no longer then I sighed 
for my mother ; but I died 
from a feast unlimited, 
being on too much plenty fed. 
And my corpse by her bedside 
in her chamber she did hide, 
so in dreams my tomb to spy 
to her couch for ever nigh. 
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XLVI 



olBd ae, vol fih 0€ov<;, xal fiapvv ovra ^epew 

olia KoX €fi7rvpa ro^a' )8a\Q>i; S* eir ifirjv ^peva irvpaoif^ 

ov ^Xefei?* ffBr) ircura yap iari T€(l>p7), 
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XLVI 

Low lie I : tread upon my head, 
thou cruel Power ! I swear 
by heaven above, I know thee. Love, 
though hard thou art to bear ; 

Thy fiery bow full well I know : 
but at my heart if thou 
shouldst hurl a torch, it will not scorch, 
for all is ashes now. 



H 
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XLVII 

Et!^o/9TO£ I/fie? ireXctyiTcSe^, at iropov ''EXXa? 

irXelTe, KcChJbv koXttol^ Be^dfievac ^opiav, 

r]V TTOV iir '^lovcov K^coav /caret vaaov iBr^re 

^aviov €9 ^(apoirov BepKO/iivav TreXayo^, 

TOVT e7ro9 dyyeiXaaOe' KaXfj pvi, (709 fie KOfil^et 

ifiepo^ ov vavrav iroaaX he 'irefyiropov 

el yctp TOVT ecTToiT ei aTeXKotaO* avTi/ca koI Zeu9 

ovpLo^ i/i€T€/3a9 7rp€V(T€Tai €t9 666va^, 
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XLVII 

Trim ships of ocean, o'er the way 
of Helle sailing forth, 
while in your swelling bosoms play 
fair breezes of the North, 

When passing by the Coan strand, 
if anywhere you sight 
Phanion gazing from the land 
upon the ocean bright, 

Deliver unto her this word : 
Fair damsel^ yearning sweet 
for thee conveys me, not aboard 
but faring on my feet. 

And if ye render this my tale 
then cheerly may you go, 
and Zeus with favourable gale 
shall on your canvas blow. 
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XLVIII 



Marpo^ ir iv koKitoktiv 6 vtittlo^ opOpLvh iral^tov 
aa-TpayoKoi^ Tovfiov irvevfi ixv/Seva-ev "Fipco^. 
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XLVIII 

When, at his mother's bosom yet, 
Love, soon as night was past, 
played knuckle-bones, the infant set 
my soul upon the cast. 
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XLIX 

Na(ro9 €/iA OpcTTTeipa Tvpo^' irarpa Se fie rexvol 

'AtOU iv ^Aa-a-vploLf; vaiofiiva, FaSapa* 

Eu/cpareft) 8' e^Xaarov 6 avv TAovaai^ MeXeaypof; 

TTp&Ta MeviTTTTeloi^ (TvvTpo'x^da'a^ \dpLa-iv. 

el Se Xvpo<;, tC to Oavfia ; /luiv, ^eve, irarpiha Koafiov 

vaiofiev* %v Ovaroif^ irdvra^ €tikt€ Xao9. 

TTOvkveTTj^ 8' i'X^dpa^a rdS* iv BiXTOiai irpo rvfi/Sov 

777/00)9 yctp yeircov Ko/yyvOep 'A/Se©. 

dXKd fie TOP \a\i6v xal Trpea-pvrrjv av irpoaenroiv 

'Xjalpeip €t9 yrjpa^ xavro^ Xkolo \dXov, 
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XLIX 



Tyre was the isle that fostered me, 
my birth-place Gadara, 
among the Assyrians though it be, 
a town of Attica. 

The son of Eucrates am I, 
that with the ^^uses' aid 
the Graces of ^^enippus nigh 
my earliest course essayed. 

If Syrian, what the marvel then ? 
stranger, we aU have yet 
one fatherland, the world ; aU men 
one Chaos did beget. 

\Vhen full of years inscribe I this 
on tablets for my tomb, 
for he that age's neighbour is 
near unto death is come. 

Thy garrulous and ancient sage 
greet with a kindly speech ; 
so pray I garrulous old age 
thou in thy turn majr'st reach. 
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WT^>44t'?, «& f€i«e, ySaZi^e* irap* tvfrefi&riv yap o vpeafiv^ 
IINI4 Mai«0^a^ i\4ifMM^ €n^rrcXiaia^ \aptair* 
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Tread softly, stranger : here at rest among pure souls below 

an old man, Meleager, sleeps the sleep that aU men owe : 

The son of Eucrates ; that did together of his ¥rit 

Muses and Love the sweet in tears with merry Graces knit : 

Wliom Tjrre divine to manhood reared, and Gadara's holy land 

Cos of the Merops nursed his age upon her lovely strand. 

If thou art Syrian, then Salaam ! Naidios ! if Phenidan : 

prithee to me return the same,' or Chaere / if a Grecian. 
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Transformed fifty blossoms are of Meleager's soul, 
all with the Muses and the Graces grown : 
let these suffice thee ; for by far the half exceeds the wlwle^ 
say we to whom is Hesiod's wisdom known. 



"HBrf irevTrfKovra fiereirXdaa^v MeXedrfpov 
<rvvTpo<f>a Kal Mot;<rai9 avOea Kal H^dpuriv. 
apKeiro) cot Toaaah • eTrel hA^on hmicy hantoc, 
a>9 <f>afi€P oi ao(f>Lrjp eiSore^ 'HavoSov, 
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XLVII 

Fiv<f>opTOi vde^ TreXayiriSe^, at iropov ''EWa? 

ifKelre, KcChhv Kokiroi^ Se^dfievai l&opeav, 

fjv irov €7r' rjiovcov Ka>av xarcL vaaov iSrfre 

^aviov 69 'xapoTTOv SepKOfievav TreKayo^, 

TovT €7ro9 ayyeiXaaOe' KaXr) we, ao^ fie KOfil^ei 

Xfiepo^ ov vavTav iroaal he ire^oiropov 

el yctp TOVT eXiroLT ev a-TeWoia-ff* avTi/ca koX Zev? 

ovpLo^ vfierepa^ irvevaeTaL ei^ oOova^, 



NOTES 

II. Love is supposed a runaway; and the poem begins as a proclamation 
describing him. In 1. 4 we should perhaps more probably join vwra 
</>a/D€Tpo</>o/3os * with a quiver at his back,' as yjixxr^ov ir^pi vaJra (f>ap€Tpu)v 
in the second Idyll of Moschus, which this poem closely imitates. For, 
as writers in this kind generally, Meleager is a constant borrower of 
ideas, notably from Callimachus. 

XXI. This is the ending of a debate with his own heart. 

XXXVI. For Archilochus and this famous story, see the chapter on the 
Satirists in Mr. Symonds's Greek Poets. 

XXXVII. A messenger coming from Mount Cithaeron with tidings for Niobe 
of the death of her sons, there slain by Apollo, finds her daughters also 
dying by the arrows of Artemis. 

XL. Ares speaks. 

XLVII. In 11. 5 and 7 the reading is quite uncertain. 

XLIX. 1. 2. Though in Syrian soil, an Attic city by virtue of its intellectual 
culture. The poets often say Assyrian for Syrian, 1. 4. For Menippus, 
see the Introduction. In the merry Graces Meleager refers to his satiric 
work The Graces^ there mentioned. 
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